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I told my host of the deeds said to be perpetrated during
the German invasion of Belgium. He disbelieved my ac-
count, but I assured him that it had been printed in a
book with the names of sworn witnesses. He countered
my statement by saying that the stories he had related
would appear in Austrian official documents ; and they
were in fact published, just as he had told them to
me.

Here we were, sitting over our friendly cup of tea,
swopping tales of savagery which no savage untouched
by civilisation would have the hardihood to perpetrate.

Off the leash, mankind was not pleasant to contem-
plate.

I pondered uneasily on the subject of war : no doubt it
was a bestial business, when not merely boring, as at
present conducted, but was Ruskin right when he wrote
in The Crown of Wild Olives that it " is the foundation of
all the high virtues and faculties of men" ? Anyway I did
not then believe in the possibility of controlling it, and
even if I had done so then, as I do now, the great winds
of the desert would have blown away those desires to im-
prove the world which influence the urbane. Yet I was
never at ease about atrocities, and am not now. Is our
civilised way of life so artificial that the weaker of us
break out in acts of awful cruelty when occasion offers ?

Before we arrived at Mosul we stopped for a bath at
the hot springs of Hammam-Ali, where we met a patri-
arch with a white beard, who assured us that he was a
hundred years old and in full enjoyment of his virility.

Mosul, the patriarch said, was a heaven on earth, where